LOVER: 


OR, THE 


Baniſb'd Cavaliers. 


4 


COMED Y: 


Written by the ingenious Mrs. Be u RN. 


— 


DUBLIN: 


Printed by S. PowzLL, 
For W. Suit at the Heal in Dane. rast, 


DCE 411. 


1 may % 1 
” w 7 vey —_ — Y7 cy 7 07 e may ov 
_ CO * * * 6 — 


N 
* 
- Y 


tes, like Phyſicians, never can agree, 
When of a different Society. 
And Rabel*; Drops were never more cry down 
all the learned Dofor: of the Town, 
a New Play whoſe author is unknown : 
(4nd powerful Par ſes) the diſſenting Few, 
Than thoſe with an Inſulting Pride do rail 
Mt all une are net of their own Cabal ; 
If a Teng Poet bit your Humour right, 
You judge bim then out of and Spite ; 
bY! N 
Who bare for being tes like themſelves. 
Ce that the Reaſon of the grand Debate, — 
Wit fo oft is dan d. nen good Plays take, 
4 ther 2 ney wo ark 
The: like « Learned Conclave Peers fe, 
Catholick Judges beth of Senſe and Wit, 
And damn, or ſave, as they themſelves think fit. 
Tet theſe who ts others Faults are fo ſevere, 
Are not ſe perfe# but themſelve; may err. 
——— bn ghrr rag 
(Bating their own f ft Play) is ole: 
4222 


A 2 


PROLOGUE. 
W 


Others, 


PROLOGUE. 
Others, by long Converſe about the Town, } 


egough 10 wurite a lewd 3 


Still lies in a Bauch Sony. 
. now is Fabi, 


A, for the Author 
4 


In thank for 

2 1 2 

Tea came not here for our ſakes, but your own. 

-— wo je. yo fluff d with Wits, and with Debecher, 
——— May - Day Coaches. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality. 
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EPILOGUE. 


HE Bas Cavaliers I a Roving Blade 
A Popiſe Carnival! a Maſquerade ! 

Ihe Devils e if this will pleaſe the Nation, 

Ia theſe our blefſed Times of Reformation, 

When Conventicling is fo much in Faſbion. 

And yet 

That Mut inous Tribe leſs Fa#ions do beger, 

Than your c utinual differing in oo 

Pour Judgment (as your Paſſion's) « Di 
Nor Muſe nor Miſs your ee er pleaſe 

You're grown as Nice as queafie Con 

Who's each Convulfion, 

Damns every thing — 
With Canti — aud the Stage refiae, 

And to Dull — Senſe confine :- 


With th' Iaſalence of Common-Wealths you rule, | 


a. "_ 
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Where each gay Fop, and Palitict grave Fool, 
On Monarch Wit impo/e, wwithout controud. 


EPILOGUE. 

ſoldem ſees a P 
CORY — 2 
Shating bis empty Noddle o'r 3 Bamboo, 
He cries Gd pry pokes Plays will never de. 
, Sir, int * » What bfty Wit, 
What high Proin'd — of Fighting there were curit: 


7 be bt airy Toys. But tell me, pray, 
has 55 Houſe of Commons dome to Day? 


fſhews his Politicks, to let you ſee, | 
— way he'll judge as — 
Lhe can do of Wit and 


The younger Sparks, who bither ds reſort 2 ( 


Fox o genteel Thin — vere; Laaee x 

— Far eee 
Such Fops are never pleas'd, unleſs the Play © 

Be flufft with __- 

Such might the 'Half-Crown ſpare, and in a G 

— — a more accompliſb d. Afs, * 
their Cravats,. 2 and Facet, 
heir Buffoonry Grimaces : 

oy how Re — Damny, —flare, | 


Which they at-home may —— 
Caution do elſewbere 
or Tony Lee cox 'd forw. : 
4 Fop but balf fo much to th) Life as you: | 


A 3. Dramatis 


A an 
illmore, 


Frederick, an Eliib 1 
* 1 Gentleman, and Friend to Bal 


Servants, Other Maſqueraders, Men and Women. 
The Scene NAPLES, in Carnival Time. 
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ACT IL SCENE 1 
SCENE, 4 Chamber. 


Hell. The more's my Grief, I wou'd fain know 2s 
much as you, which makes me ſo inquiſitive ; mor ist 
're a Lover, you tell me too 


for. 
132 II think you fic for a 


to figh, and and 
4 


begin 
fancy 


it 
and 


nme , 4 4 W ne Eg c42 1418 18 BJ 
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The Baniſh'd Cavalitnns. 


Fb. I know not, Sir—Calli;, when was he here? 


for I confider it fo little, I know not when it was. 
Pedro. I have a Command from my Father here to 
tell you, you ought not to deſpiſe him, a Man of fo 


vaſt a Fortune, and ſuch a Paſhon for you—Step 


divert. 
I am. to you, but I 


) 
: wiſh only to be rank'd in your Efteem, equal with the 
and bluſh? is there any Guilt belongs to the Name of 
V that Cavalier F 

Flor. T'll not deny I value Belvile, when I was ex- 
pos d to ſuch D i 
s — Ir 
* through hen 
my ſake, threw himſelf into all 
J Honour, and will you not allow 


"ll make 
Joynture he'll * 3 


— 
——— — o ” 3. 


- — — 


— 


— — a — — — 


— 1 
r 


. 


war we ed 


. 
2 
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Pede. "Ts true, ſo young and fine a Gen- 
fleman, as that Bei but what Jewels will 
that Cavalier preient you with? thoſe of his Eyes and 
Heart ? 

Hell. And are not thoſe better than any Don Fin- 
eentio has t from the indie: ? 


Pedro. Why how now! Ar. 
** to underſtand the Value of Hearts, 
ö "Hell. Better than to believe F'ixcentio's deſerve Va- 
lue from any Woman he may perhaps encreaſe 
Her Bags, but not ber Family. 


Hell. Nor Saints, yet awhile, I hope. { Afede. 


Ti not 


you make a Nun of me, but you muſt 


XY 


Hell. 
dare 

were 2 ö 
theſe be her dai i 
the Night, to lic in a wide 
with Furniture in Faſhion in 
ebo the Firſt; the Bed, that 
liv'd and died in. 

Pedre. 


18 


Denn Caiyaritns. It 


III aſſure you, and ſuch as muſt not hope for, un- 
leſs your Woman be out of the way. 
Pedro. Have done yet ? 


Years, and all for a Joynture. - 
edro. For all your Character of Don Fincentio, ſhe 
is as like to marry him as ſhe was before. | 

Hell. Marry Don Fincentio! hang me, ſuch a Wed- 
lock would be worſe than Adultery with ancther Man. 
I had rather ſee her in the Hefe de Dieu, to waſte her 
Youth there in Vows, and be a Hand-Maid to Lazer 
and Cripples, than to loſe it in fach a Marriage. 

Pedre. You — 4 confider'd, — v0 that Belwile 
has no Fortune to bring you to, baniſ'd his Country, 
deſpis'd at home, and pitted abroad. 

Hell. What then ? the Vice Roy“ Son is better than 
than that Old, Sir Fifty, Dos Fincentio ! Don Indian 
7 he thinks he's trading to Gambo ftill, and would Barter 
* himſelf that Bell and Bawble) for your Youth and 


Fortune. 2 
e her bence, and lock 


ber up all 


Hell. Tcare not, I had rather be a Nun. than be o- 
blig'd to marry as you wou'd have me, if I were de- 
|, } — 

Pedro. Do not fear the Bleffing of that Choice—— - 
ſhall be a Nun. | 

Hell. Shall Tſo? you may chance to be miſtaken 

in my Way of Devotion :— A Nun? yes, Tam. 

like to makea fine Nun! T have an excellent Hu- 
mour fora Grate : No, Fil have a Saia of my own 


10 


12 The Rov IA; Or, 
to pray to ſhortly, if I like any that dares venture on 

Pedre. Callis, make it Buſineſs to watch this 
. Wild-Cat. fn the dhe Bs I've only try'd you 
all this while and urg'd my Father's Will ; but mine 
err 
and all that can compleat the Happineſs of a 
Partunity to free you from F:;zcentio,by marrying here, 
which you muſt do to-morrow. 

Flor. To-morrow ! 

Pedro. 'To-morrow, or twill be too late tis not 
my Friendſhip to Antonio which makes me urge this, 
but love to thee, and hatred to Vincenti therefore 
reſolve to-morrow. 

Flor. Sir, I ſhall firive to do, as ſhall become your 


ves, Callic, that of a Nun: and "ill chen 
indebted a Prayers to you" 
e. Diveniſemens 


That which 


all the World docs, as I am told, 


rr 
„ 


Brothers, if 
01 


a TSA 


1 71 * a 
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The Baniſh'd Cavaliens. 


>tephano. 

Steph. Madam, — Se cad rene Can: 
fn Yaleria isdreſt and ftays for you. | 

Flor. 'Tis well. —L'Il write a Note, and if I chance 
to ſee Belwile, and want an Opportunity 1 
him, that ſhall let him know what I've 
favour of him. 

Hell. Come, let's in and drefs us. (Exennt. 


SCENE II. long Serect, _ 


Enter Belvile me , Blunt azd Frederick. 
Fred. Whe, what the Devil ails the Colone!, in a 
Time when all the World is gay, to look like meer 
Lent thus ? HiaPt chen been long condgh in Mecke os 
have been in Love, I ſhould have ſworn ſome ſuch 
had befall'n thee. 
No, I have made no new Amours fince I came 


0 You have left none behind you in Paris. 
Belv. Neither. 

Fred. I cannot divine the Cauſe then, unleſs the ola 
Cauſe, the want of Money. 

Blaze. And another old Cauſe, the Want of a Wench 


| Blunt. *Sheartlikins, then 3 paſt Cure. 

8 
0 

at the Siege of Papeln Fox on't, what 2 21 

* 
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i KR 366 AB £5 4 £5480 Þy 


The Rovning Or, 


7 7372257 pry 77 
1 oy ie 
17 15 1 
Li 10 
TT e x 0 12 1 12 
21111 51 12 1 11 


9 ** 7 þ ' 


16 The Rovz n; Or, 
Vill Fine Creatures! may ® have 
| Paper: 


ill Kind, and obliging to.inform us— Pray where 
to theſe Roles grow — — 


in a Bed of mine. 
Worm. Beware of ſuch Roſes, Sir. 
Will. A Pox of Fear: I'll be back't with thee 
proper still ; ſo 


SEES Fegg © F222 „& 


LEI 
FF... 


Will. Is this a Fruit that grows in this warm Coun- 
pelo. Yes. Ti pretty to ſee theſe —— 


1 
1 
4 
. 


The Baniſh'd Cavatinrns. 17 
ſwell and fab, at the Word Cuckold, and yet fumble | 


at Horns on every Threſhold. 
Will. —— — 17 
Night. 


— Ah Rogue! and more ſweet hes 1 
. 
breeding. (They dance. 
Bebe. What think you of thoſe grave People —is 
Wake in Eher half ſo mad or extravagant? 

Will. 1 like their ſober grave way, Daa kind of le- 
gal authoriz'd Fornication, where the Men are net 
chid for't, nor the Women deſpis'd, as amongſt our 


dull E deen the Monbeurs want thit Part of good 
Manners. 


Belo. But here in 7:aþ, a Monficur is the humbleſt | 
beſt bred Gentleman Duels are ſo baffled by Bran, 
tht an Age ſhews not one, but between a 
and a Hangman, who is as much too hard for him on 
the Piana, as they are for a Datchman on the New- 
fee another Crew. 


pretty, (and I hope) young Devil, will you tell 
* what luck he's like to have ? 


laſt I pick your Pocket, which will more ver 
Elis Humour, than an Traian Fortune will 


Vil. How the Devil cam'ft thou to know my Coun- 
try and Humour ? 
guels by a certain forward Impu- 


Hall. The firſt I 
which does not diſpleaſe me at this Time ; and 


18 The Ro ven; Or, 


Vill. Egad, Child, thou'rt in ah right, it iso 
I dare not offer it thee fora Kindneſs—.—bet canng — 
divide what other things of more — 
me, that I wou'd more willingly part with. 
4 D Niab. — 
am but a yet————Yet without 
Hand, I have a parlous Gueſs, "tis ſome foo 
you mean, an inconſtant Exgigh Heat, as little 
worth ſtealing as your Purſe. 
Vill. Nay, then thou daſt deal all, Gut 


———1 find you'll be better 
enn you take it in Nr 

Goa, Child. — nat ithous 20 me in 
ber own Element, I have a World of in orc 
— — good natuc'd and t ſome on 


. be inclin'd chat way=——burt fo 
a fooliſh Vow I am to mul to die a Maid. 
ä — Then thou art © ri ny „ 

asT ama Chriſtian, I ought in Qharity uu 
dear Creature, let me know qui — — 
—_ in to ſet a a to ſo good a Work. 
you ſhou'd prevail wich my tender Heart, 


I — you will, for you have horrible 


7 Os 


been bred in 


ear Sword that has been employ d in a — 
Dene, gb ng Sor 
| — it a 

Danger — — 2 long Siege 
Hall. Can you Storm ? 
Will. O moſt furiouſly. 
Hall. What think you of a Nunnery Wall? for be 
that wins me, muſt gain that firſt. 

iP. A Non! Oh how do I love thee for't ! there's 


. now w_ 


Fre 
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20 De Rovrn; Or, 

Blunt. "Tis fo — ſhe is taken — 1 have Beautin, 
which my falſe Glaſs at home did not diſcover. 
Fr. This Woman watches me fo, I ſhall get no 
1 — -_g _ him, and ſo miſs 
7 my coming—but as was ſaying, » — 
by this Line you ſhou'd be a Lover. ¶ Looking in bi; 


bolds him, be flirives to get from ber. 


1 — 
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tits 


you will ſwear to 


Hell. Yes, if 
and not beſtow it 


\ 


you run away with it, thoſe 


Will. By all the little Gods of Love I 


22 13 


and if 
will 


leave it with 
Deities of 


altice will revenge 


18 


H 


you ſhall all fee it! and 
might be made the happieſt Man the 


ſhines on 


Belo. Oh Friends, the welcom'ſt News! the fofteſt 


you. 
Letter ſ——nay, 
now be ſerious, I 


1 


of her Brother — ill you 


Joy 7 


il. The Reaſon of this 


mighty 
ſhe 


invites me to deliver 


| Violence 


Belo. See how 


Y 


Jill. 1 know not what thou mean l, but I'll make 


s Concern'd ——— 


to us for the Favour, will the not. 


— — — ey 
Bev. How mean you ? 


but ſhe Il 


thou know fl there's but 


Fill. How ſhou'd I mean ? 


id is nicely 


me. 
the 


virtuous. 
band, 


nothing but a Huſ- 


Colone!'s Miſtreſs, Sr. 


Will. Pho, Pox, then ſhe's fit for 


Ss 818 erg . 


the be thy 


oltſcript. 


I'il ſerve her—name the Way. 
Belo. Read here this P 


(Gives din Letter, * d 


At Ten at 


if \ Gardes- 


J 


Heart, 


Read: 


Will. 


| 
=] i 


the 


cannot Key, 


1 


* 
Oy 


— — 
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. — with thy lit- 
no good upon ber? for mine 

Will. | les, fewer ome damm d honeſt Perſon 
of Quality I'm ſure, ſhe was fo free and witty. 
if ler Face bebaranfwonblets ber Wit and Humour, 


1 $S_2_ *_A LE -> 


fir d —— — KA 


nous Pn. Bianca. 

"Fl Wie, Mites of the dend Sper  Gene- 
Belo. Yea, lies now the only ador'd beauty of aff 

the Your in Naples, — their Charms to 


veries, 
le. as on a Monarch's Birth- 
u, te attract che Eyes of this fair Cha 


„ l 


KN rde 


x 


V4. 1 will notfail you. 


TILES. I , 
. * 


rene e 
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24 . Re vn O, 
ACT I. SCE NE I. 
SCENE. The Long Seren. 
Enter Belvile and Frederick is Maſquing Habits, an! 
Willmore is bis own Chaths, with a Fizard in bis 
Will. UT thus diſguis'd and muzzel'd ? 
| * 


d my eternal Buff too ; but 
Gyp/5 wou'd not have found me out 


_— 


r ith 
5 215 
F 1 
a 1 
Se FSR f 


ſhe preſented me with 


of a Diamond 


why, 


: No, 


Country 
ell, Sir, for 


ity, I 
* 


45 
2 - 
: 
j 


your Perſon of 


underſtand 
Bottom ; co 


3 
z come, Sir, un 
— 


Take the 


Fred. Well 
ſhall be very 
hazard in one 

Blunt. 
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26 


| Chat am belov'd by 


! here 2 
Fred. No, keep that to be counen'd, that we may 


likins, Money 


| Hal 


$4 
F 


The Banz Cavalines. 27 
Belo. See there the fair to the Inn, where a Man 


Ch i nee and Deny 


———— Come let's be I am ſure we're no Chap- 
1 1 


— I'mfure, unleſs thou coult'ſ hare 
hor Bed at the Price of a Coach in the Street. 


Will. wondrous fair ſhe is a Thouſard Crowns 
a Month — by oo 7 as many 


Kingdoms were 
9 2 — of Poverty ——— of which I 
E Ay earn my approach to 

Bean, which which Virtue ne er cou'd purchaſe. 


from the Picture. 


Tura: 
Blunt. Whas: —_ —— 4 Thozſand 
Crowns a Mouth / 
———*Sheartlikins, here's a Sum ! Sure tis a Miſtake. 
— Hark you, Friend, does ſhe take or give ſo much 
by the Month? 
MN... A Thouſand Crowns! why, is à Portion for 


Infant. 
Nint. Hark ye, Friends, won't the truſt? 


Brave, This is is a Trade, Sis that cannot live by 
Credit. | 


8 


Z 
j 


0 
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ſquerade, 


to the Pichere. 


beth yo np 


Crowne? bad not the Paimer flat- 


I ſhou'd not think it dear. 
Flatter'd her! by 


Ant. A 
ter d her, 


i I have 


Heav's be cannot, 


z 
f 
; 


Pedro. 


; 


is there one 
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than aderns ber Face and Eyes; all this ſoft and ſweet, 


- Londen re- 
Aar. What I beard of her Beauty before had fir'd 
my Soul, but this Confirmation of it has blown it to a 
Pedro Ha 1. 


| Sir, I have known throw away a Thon- 
nnd Tom — 


on a worſe Face, and tho' you're near 
you may venture a little Love here ; 
wall not mils it. 
edro. Ha! Florinda !——ſare *tis Antonio. LAlde. 
A. Florinda ! name not thoſe diſtant Joys, there's 
not ene 7 of her will check my Paſſion here. 
Pee. Florinda feorn'd! and all my 1 
An 


Fire 


gelica. (Ant. ew” wþ.] 


Her Injuries, by Heav'n, he ſhall not of [Song 


9 La | 
S O N G. 


I H E N Damon f began to love ; 
He langui/h'd in a De 
„ 


To n or increaſe bis Fire : 
For Celia, is ber Eyes, 
Fore all Love's Sweets, aud all his Cruetties.. 
II. 
Bar as beneath a Shad: he lay, 
Weaving of Flowers for Czlia's Hair, 
She chanc'd to lead ber lock that Vay, 


. 
.. 
242 baſbful Youth all 7 grew, 
Hand with kind Force be the Virgin how 

Te yield what all bis Sighs con d never do. 

Ant. By Heav'n, She's ing Fair | 

ien throws open the Curtains, and bows, . 


to Antonio, whe pal of bs Find and bows, 
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. Pedro anſeen, books in's 


And yours will come too late. 


Ant. Prithee be gone, I ſhall grow angry elſe, 

4 7 rptony 

Pedro. X. hoy be fatal, Sir, as yours, 

eo ph 7 this Truth. 
Ant. 

worth my 


Enter Willmore and Blunt, a draw and part em. 
Blunt. Sheartlikins, here's fine ! 

14. Tilting tor the Wench Tm ſure nay. gad, 
If that wou'd win her, I have as good a Sword as 
the beſt of ye Put up———put up, and take 
another time and Place, for this is 'd for Lovers 


: LI all put up. 
edro. We are prevented; dare you meet me to 
Morrow on the Mob ? 


T'll meet thee there as early as the 
Pedro. We will come thus diſguis 
Chance to get the better, he ſhall 
Ant. It ſhall be fo. (Ex. Pedro and Stephano.) 
Who ſhou'd this Rival be? unleſs the EM Colonel, 
of whom 1 have often beard Don Pedro ſpeak ; it muſt 
be be, and Time he were remov'd, who lay: a Claim 
to all my Happineſs. — i lmore bawing gaz d all 
this bade at the Picture, pulls down A little one. 
Will. This Poſture's looſe and negligent, 
The Sight cn't wou'd beget a warm Delire 
In whom Impotence and Age had chill'd. 
— M n mn along with me. 


Bra. 


The Band CAVALII AS. 31 


At. Ha! Rudeneſs committed to the fair Angellice. 
Reſtore the Picture, Sir, 
Vill. Indeed I will not, Sir. 
EN * 4e by 
» do not ſhew word, 

this dear . — fi mine 9. 
Ant. What Right can you pretend to't ? | 
Will. That of Polleſiion, which I will maintain 
Rt ono 


_— No matter, Sir, yon ſhall reſtore the Picture. 
Ang. Oh, Moretta, 42 


[Angelica and Moretta above. 
Ant. Or leave your Li behind. 


Will. Death! you 1 will do neither. 
„ nnd yer. if for as yon 
the Spaniards joys with Ant. Blunt. 


ig oxen . They leave off and bow. 
Will. How Heavenly fair ſhe is !———ab Plague 


Will. * Is true, I did fo, if you call it inſolence for 
a Man to preſerve himſelf; * 2 

Picture, and was wounded ; quite — my 
each pointed Beauty ran; and wantin 


may the Trifle. 
Aur. Zhan and this. 


349 
em H The Spaziards 3 
Ar. On Madam, we're undone, a Pox upon 
rude Fellow, he's ſet on to ruin us ; we ſhall never fre 


pogo all theſe fighting poor Rogues are ſent 
to ti - | | 


Gallies . 
v. | RE 4 Jater 


. Therefore tis Loſs of Time, 


2 iT, 127 
dt gar 
111 7 11 
31417 15 i 
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Bebo, Fon, ſhe'll as foon lie with thee, as kik thee, 
and ſooner ſtab thee than do either yon ſhall not go, 
Ag. Fear not Sir, all I have to wound with is my 


E 
"Blunt, Let him go, *Sheartlikins, I believe the Gen- 


Will. day, Colonel Ton in. | 
Fred. Ibe Rogoe's ſtark mad for a Wench. | Excurt. | 


SCENE, A fin Chamber, | 


De Ro vz; Or, 


ſold 


— 


plenty of thy tale Ware at a 


Go 
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Aud yet I wo d at any Rate enjoy yon, 
At your own but cann»t— See here, 
The only Sum can command on Earth, 
I know not where to eat when this is gone; 
Yet, ſuch a Slave I am to Love and Beauty, 
This laſt Reſerve III facrifice to enjoy you. | 
— Nay, do not frown, I know you're to be bought, 
And would be bought by me, by me, 
For a mean trifling Sum If I could pay it down, 
Which happy Knowledge I will ſtill repeat, 
And lay it to my Heart; it has a Virtue iu't. 
And ſoon will cure thoſe Wounds your Eyes have made. 
And yet there's ſomething ſo divinely powerful thers 
—— Nay, I will gaze—to let you ſee my Strength. 
[ Holds ber, looks on ber, pauſes and faghs. 
——y Heaven, bright Creature weuld not 
for the World thy Fame were half fo fair as thy Face, 
: [ Tarns ber away from him. 
Ang. His Words go thro' me to the very Soul { Made. 
If you have nothing elſe to ſay to we 
Fill. Ves, you ſhall hear how infamous you are 
For which I do not hate the | 


? [ To Moreta. 
tell me, Sir, are not you guilty of the 
r i 
When a Lady is proposd to you for a Wife you 
never aſk how ſair diſereet or virtuous ſhe is, 
but what's her Fortune — which, if but ſmall, you 
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a though ſhe languiſh for penn ys 1s not 
as 
Wall Tein a barbarous Cubes. which I will ſcorn 
® fer. Thovn x have llw! pat up thy c 
rt a ve 
That Fortune AD 
were thy as is 

Thou ſhoulaft not _ — 
Couldfi thou forget thoſe mean Efe of Vanity 
Which ſet me out to Sale, and as a Lover, x 
Canſtthon thou believe they'll be entirely thine, ” 
Without confidering they were 

Fill. I cannot tell, [ — — — 
ba !-— — Death, I'm to believe her. Afide. 

. Prithee confirm Faith———or if thou 
from thy Mouth. 

ill. Curſe on thy 8 thou 


My feign 'd Comempt with fo much Subvilty — 
Thou ff found the eaſieſt Way into my Heart, 
Tho' I yet know, that all thao fay'f is falſe 1 
 [Tarzing from ber in Rage. 
Hog. By all that's tis real ;z 
] never lov'd before . 
2 1555 — 1 — y 
you cannot angry Tone. 
. 
An Ak that 1 
And then be us d at pleaſure: 
But. Madam. I have been fo often cheated: 
A I've | 


ur d ſoft deluding Hy poerites, 
no Faith ith er te comming Sex; 
y for Women of your Trade. 
1 
May my Heart again: 
Bar | han Pride fat — Love. 

{ She tarns with Pri : He bold: ber. 
KA this Enemy to Rlih. 


* 
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And ſhew the Pow'r of Love, tis with thoſe Arms 
2 T —__ —— _ 


Cov'lt thou ot Storm on 11? 
haps had been as free as thou. 
Dahl how ſhe throws image 


Cs, how raiſe my Hopes, 
aa econ bo pw 

There's not a joy thou haſt in ſtore 
I ſhall not then command. 

For which 1'l| pay thee back my Soul l my Life! 
Come let's begin th' Account this happy Minute! 
Ang. And will you pay me then the Price I aſk? 
Will. Oh, why doſt thou draw me from an awful 


(Worſhip, 
By ſhewing thou art no Divinity. | 
— and ſhew me all the Angel! 
t, and I'll be devout, 
ows for ever at this Shrine. 
[Kneels, and kiſſes ber Hand. 
. igt 9 
that? 
3 lers withdraw ! where I'll 
my Vows ———:nd breath em with ſuch 
4 ————— Zeal. 


wo fog tbe eb 


Will. 
renew 


A Rog tha ET Drink and takes a Pride 
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Nay, the Lord knows—— but L ſhou'd be 


* 


to talk fo? who will like chee 
have thee, that hears what a mad Wench 


don't intend every 


—— — ———Qx wm  .—-— - ——— — 
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þ 


. Flor. What a mad Creature's this? 
Hell. Fil. warrant, if my Brother hears either of you 


to be in love ; but take heed of the Honour 
of our Houſe, and your own unſpotted Fame, and ſo 


he conjures on till be has laid the foft winged God in 


your Hearts, or broke the Bird's Neſt—but ſee here 


Dae. What means this? the Pictures are taken in. 
_ Blunt, It may be the Wench is good natur'd, and 
will be kind gratis : Your Friend's a proper handſome 
Fellow. 


Syd. ho com (apndly ) —— | ear you have the In- 


ww A© ww A © ©@ 4 «a 


tars to her, ha! 


Fhe Ni CAvatta ns. at 
fmil'd! are we to break her Windows! or raiſe up Al- 


Will. Does not my Fortune fit tri "on my 
Bnow !i doſt not ſee the little wanton God there all gay 
and {miling. Have I not an Air about my Face and 
Eyes, that diſtinguiſhes me from the Crown of common 
Lovers! By Heav'n, Capid's Quiver has not half ſo ma- 
ny Darts as her Eyes !——Oh ſuch a Bona Roba f to 
lleep in her Arms is lying in Freſco, all perfum'd Air 

me. 


5 

Will Hark ye, where didſt thou purchaſe that rich 
Canary we drank to Day ? tell me, that I may adore 
che Paget and facribce 26 the Butt I the Juice was di- 
vane ! which I muſt dip my Roſary, and then bleſs 
all things that I would have bold or fortunate. 

Beko. Well, Sir, let's go take a Bottle, and hear the 


gives 
and has in a few Hours compleated all my 
Wimes !' There's nothing left to raiſe a new 
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of Square, that is to conduct me again to her Houle, 8 
— 's two provided for. 


Enter Sancho, and pull; Blunt the Shove. 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady expects bs | They go afide. 
 you—ſhe has remov'd all that might oppoſe your Will 
and Pleaſure—and is impatient till you come. 


Blunt. Sir, I'll attend you Oh the happick Rogue |! 
I'll take no leave, leſt they either dog me, or flay me. 
* 
Belo. Bat then the little G 7 
\ Fl, A Mal on cheer puing erin — 
ts, I had quite ight's 
Eg evra — 
Hell. Had it ſo ! [Claps bis on ebeBack. 
Mill. Hab ! 1 ſhe did not hear me. [at. 
Hell. What afraid of ſuch a Champion ? 
Vill. Oh: you'se a fine Lady of your Word, are you 
not ? to make a Man languiſh a whole Day— 
. Hell. In tedious Search of me. 
Will. Egad Child thou'rt in the. right, had thou 
ſeen what a melancholy Dog I have been ever farce I 
was a Lover, 3 hs as Sen She a Go- 


— IP 1 Gan 


= Hell. Now.it 1 ſhow's be hang'd I can't be angry with 
= him, he diſſembles 1 
what Pains you have taken now were I ungrateful 
| not to reward fo true a Servant. 

all. Poor Soul ! that's kindly faid,I fee thou beareſt 


Conſcience come for de 
t * 


j bare goes don _— ſo queabe 
| Fill. Faith, 88 — Ap* 


% l 


er 


J & 


ZK ES TY me 
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2 I cou'd lay about me 
Hell. And wou'd you fall too before a Prieſt ſays 


Grace ? 


Vill. Oh fie, fic, what an old out of faſhion'd Thing 
haſt thou nam'd ? thou could not daſh me more out 
of Countenance, ſhouldſt thou ſhew me an — Fam. 

lena. 


Whilk be is ſeemingly courting 

ca, Moretta, Biskey and Sebaſtian, 

all in Maſquerade. Ang. ſees Will. and flares. 
Ang. Heavens, tis he, and paſionately fond to ſee a- 

nother Woman. * a 
Meret. — leſs expect from ſuch a 
Ang. Expect ! as much as I paid him, a Heart intire, 
Which I had Pride enough to think when e'cr I gave, 

It would have rais'd the Man above the Vulgar, 

” 4 "LY 5 * 

. You Captain, willing I am to 
Friends wih you, till Time and Ill- luck mike us Lo- 
vers, and ask you the Queſtion fiift, rather than put 
7 to the bluſh, by aſking of me (for alas !) 
know you Captains are juch tri Men, and ſuch ſe- 


 vereobleryers of your Vows to Chaſtity, that tu il be 


heard to prevail with your tender Con.cience to marry 


A willing Maid. . 
Wil Do not abuſe me, for fear I ſhou'd take thee 
at thy Word, and marry thee indeed, which I'm ſure 
will be Revenge iufficient. | 
Hell. O'my Conſcience, that will be our Deſtiny, 
becauſe we are both of one Humour; I am as inconſtant 
as you, for I have confider'd, Captain, that a handſome 
Woman has a great deal to do whilſt her Face is good, 
for then is our Harveſt- time to gather Friends ; and 


Day-light in our great Journey : 
Fae but — for Love, one Year for Indiſſe 
rence, and one Year for Hate aud — — 
your ſelf—for I profeſs my ſelf the gay, the kind. 

—— II WC EEE ES 
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ill. Oh moſtdamnibly_- I have 4 Heart with a 
Hebp Dr 
| . Perjur'd Man! how I believe thee now. [Mai. 
a a Well, I fee our Duſineſs as wall as Humours 
are alike, yours to couzen as many Maids as will truſt 
you, and I as many Men as have Faith—-ſec if I have 
not as deſperate a lying Look, as you 
Heart of you. 

— How do 
Vill Lie it! by 


can have for the 
Pulls off ber Vizard ; be flarts. 
like it, Captain? 


y fair Face! full of 
melting, Cherry Lips ! and 


 tire—— os you, Sebaftian, [To one of ber Bra- 
vos] follow that Woman, aud learn who tis whi'e 


ven have loft your Love, you ſee my Friend frankly 
| the mean time. 


offsrs you hers y with in 
— Madear 7 am forey 1 exr'eplay at her 


1 


KA d W% Ho rere 
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„ e 
. 


1 Sir, — —— 

omen ve 

ane to loſe none. 1 
e Ay this is here's a Woman 1 


when ſhall I be bleſt with ſo much Kindneſs from your 
fair Mouth ? tale the Jewel, Fool. 


| [ Afide to Belv. 

Belv. You tempt me ſtrangely, 

Flor. So, if I find him my whole = 
Belv. And but for a Vow 5 I've made to a very fair 
I ady, this Goodneſs had ſybda 'd me. 

Fred. Fox ot. be kind, in Pity to me be kind, for I 
x" e, da did in eie Houſe, 

e = mew in 
EEE 
2. 0 why there's a Friend 3 

Hell. What a She or a He Friend ? 

Will.. A Man upon my Honour l a Man — a She 
— K 

thank you. 

_ Hell. And wast your Man Friend, that had more 
Darts in's * than Capid carries in's * 
of Arrows. 

- Hell Ah ſuch a Bona Reba? to be in her Arms is 


: 


Well, well, Madam, 333 
— nths World that will not by pr F 
R "= 


Hel. And there be Men to, a inconſtant 
Fellows as your | ca, wi, 


Hell. To ſee Face no more. 
. Wall Oh i, - 


——— 4 


Hl A — fear never t 
fee that Lady more. 

| Will. Ser beruhe, never think of Womankind 
Ku 0. TT or ER ge =” 


FJ. I do, never to think— to ſee to love nor 
lie— with 


Will. Oh mot religioully. Kiſer ber Hand, 
EE nl tu 


; Madam, I'l fay no longer, een Dark. = 
© Ply. However, Sir, ene 

when I'm ö 

© evbich is ber Pifure, and Exit, Line 


what a dull Dog was I ? — Be Le 
8 82 IT her. 

comes of your Modeſty! — ah! 
& your Vow, 'twas ten to one but we had loſt che Jewel 


of. 

, Willmere ! the bleſſedſt Opportunity loſt ! 
* Friends ! Florinda / 
! fuch black Eyes ! foch a Face! 
Teeth—and fo much Wit 
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Beko. Know her! Ay, ay, and Pox 
1 1 Y, ay take me with all 


Will. Det hark ye Friend of mime, are | 
val? > have 1 been only beating we a 


Fred. The Colonel's Miſtreſa, Sir. 
Will. Oh, oh, here— I thought it had been another 
rr © ont + oy 
[Gives back Pi dure. 
e. I am content to try, and by that Time twill 
be late enough for our Deſign. 
Will. Agreed. 
Love dots all Day the Soul's great Empire keep, 
But Wine at Niche lull, the-oft God fp. + 
[Exeunt. 
SCENE II, Lucetta's Houſe. 


Enter Blunt and Lucetta with a Light. 

Lac. Now we are ſafe and free; tio Fears of the 
— my totes Hettenk, which ents 
me a little thoughtful when you came in ſirſt but 
now Love is all the Bufineſs of my Soul. 
ant. I am — fue Tied 
but ſome fine things to ſay to her, ſuch as Lovers uſe 
—[ was a Fool not to learn of Frederick, a little by 
beart before l came—fomerhing ir ung le- Cl. 
*Shcartlikins, ſweet Soul, I am not us'd to | 
on ine Tn 0 Lene Calan, <= Oy Red 
Lac. I have vothi to pay for ſo great a Favour 
bat fuch e Love 25 cannot but be great, Ges ac Girl 
of that ſweet Face and Shape, it made me your 


. bow ſhe talks p 
I'Y ew her Hucband a Sp ; {end him out of 


che Ward ad mary ber; fu —_— 


48 | The Rover I Or, 


ö 
Zac. Well, Sir, I' go and undreſs me, and be with 

you inſtantly. 

Blast. Make haſte then, for, *Shearlikins, dear Soul, 

thou canſt not at the Puin of a longing Lover, 

when his Joys are drawn within the Compals of a few 


Minutes. 
Lac. You ſpeak my Senſe, and Til make hafte to 


prove it. Fair. 
Blunt. Tis a rare Girl! and this one Night's En- 
joyment with her, will be worth all the Days I ever 

Php Eh 


Effex———wou'd ſhe wou'd go with me into 
already. 2 on em they are ſuch 


though to ſay Truth, there's of Whores 


mercenary 
* * = cy they want ſuch a one as this, 
that? to give 'em Example 
Whe, what a 


ouſe ſhe has, how rich and fine / 
N [Enter Sancho. 
Sancho. Sir, my Lady has ſent me to conduct you to 
Chamber 
Blunt. Sir, I ſhall be proud to follow——here's one 


of her Servants too! *Sheartlikins, by this Garb and 
Gravity, he might be a Juſtice of Peace in E — 
xcunt, 


in it, 4 Table, c. Lucetta in Bed. Enter Sancho 
| —_ = bo rakes c of Sancho at the 


F you be falſe or cruel 
*Sheartlikins, what doſt thou take me 

for? a Jew? an inſenſible Heathen. a Pox of thy 
— Huſband, an he were dead, ſweet 
i: hond be none of my Fault, if I did not mar- 

ry thee. Luc. 


Draeeenrerrrnnene ee EE 
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Luc. Tt never ſhould be mine. 
Blunt. Good Soul! I'm the ſortunateſt Dog ? 
Luc. I yet? 
Blunt. As much as my Impatience will 
[Goes towards the Bed in bis * | ommny We. 


2 Hold, Sir, put out the Light, it may betray us 


Blunt. Any thing, I need no other Light but that of 
Wr ink I had it. 
[Puts ent the Candle, the Bed deſcends, be gropes 
about to find it. 
A Whe—whe— where am «gn! what not 2 
here are you ſweeteſt? the Rogues 
vo pretty trick this how ſhe at 
me anon you need not, my dear Rogue, you need 
not — Tm all on Fire y——come, come, now 
call me in Pity. Sure I'm enchanted ! I have been 
round the Chamber, and can find neither Woman not 
Bed I lockt the Door, I'm ſure ſhe cannot go that 
Wway—or if ſhe cou'd, the Bed cou'd not 
enough, my Wanton, do not carry the Jeſt tos 
far a! Betray'd! Dogs 1 Rogues! Pimps? 


—  belp! help! 
| [ Lights on a Trap, and is let down. 
Enter Lucetta, Philippo, and Sancho with a Light. 
Phil. Ha! ha! ha! he's diſpatcht finely. 
Lac. Now, Sir, had I been coy, we had miſt of this 


ty. | 
Phil. Nay, when I ſaw *cwas a ſubſtantial Fool, I 
was mollified ; but when you doat upon a ſerenading 
Coxcomb, upon a Face, fine Cloaths, and a Late, it 
makes me rage. | | | 
Lac. You know I was never guilty of that Folly, 
my dear Philippo, but with your felf— but cume, 
let's ſee what we have got by this. 
theſe Breeches too are well lin'd- fcc here, a 
Gold Warch / —2 Purſe Tha / Gold, at leaſt 
Two Hundred Piſtoles -a Bunch of Diamond Rings? 
and one with the Family Arms /———2 Gold Box /— 
with a Medal of his Ling, and his Lady Mother's 
C Picture. 
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Picture . theſe were Sacred Relicks, believe me. 
ee, the Waiſtband of his Breeches have a Mine 
of Gold /— — ld Queen Be’, we have a Quarrel to 
her ever fince Eighty Eigbe, and may therefore juſtiße 
the Theft, the Inquiſition might have committed it. 

Lac. — See, 2 Bracelet of bow'd Gold / theſe his 
_— d 13 Arm at parting — but well 
ſor is, is being a Stranger, may make a 
Noiſe and hinder our Trade with them — Toy | 

Phil. That's our Security; he is not only a Stranger 
to us, but to the Country too the Common-Shoar 
into which he is deſcended, thou know'f, conduQts 
kim into another Street, which this Light will hinder 
kim from ever finding again—he knows neither 

our Name, nor that of the Street where your Houſe 
nay, nor the Way to his own Lodgings. 

Lac. And art not thou an unmereiful not to 
afford him ore Night for all this? -I ſhou'd not 
dave been ſuch a Feav. 

Phil. Blame me not, Lucetta, to keep as much of 
ghee as I can to my felf—__—-ccme tlet Thought 
—_— me waiton——ts to Bed Sache lock 
This is the Fleece which Fools di bear, 

Defign'd for <vitty Men to ſhare. [Execunt. 
The Sceue changes, and diſcovers Blunt creeping out of 
: a Common Sbear, his Face, &c. all dirty. 

Bluzt. O Lord / [Climbing up. 
I am got out at laft, and (which is a Miracle) without 
& Cluc—and now to damning and curſing, but if 
that would eaſe me, where ſhall I begin? with my 
Fortune, my felf, or the Quean that couzen'd me 
what a Dog was 1 to believe in Woman? Oh, Cox- 
comb / — ignorant conceited Coxcomb?! to fancy 
ſhe could be enamour'd with my Perton ! at firſt Sight 
——cnamour'd !—-——— Oh, I'm a curied Puppy! 


*Tis plain, Fool was writ upon my Forchead ! ſhe per- 
cciv'd it ! — faw the E- Calf there—for what Al- 
lurements cou'd there be in this Countenance ? which 
J can endure, becauic I'm acquainted with it.—Oh, 
dull filly Dog! to be thus footh'd into a f 
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Had I been drunk, I might fondly 


good Natures amongft ye. 

At ed deny Hee 6 bide your Follies, 

*Shearthihins, ye re all as errant Cullies. 

SCEN E, The Garden in the Night. 

Enter Florinda in an Undreſo, with a Key and @ ti 
tle 


Flr. Thus far I'm in y to Happineſs; Þ 
have my — from cell, 92 
, into 47 Cabinet, | 

ortune got the 
Key of the Garden ck tear I ot it to 
Belvil*s knocking ——a little Notſe will now 
alarm my Brother. Now am I as fearful as a young 
Thief. [Unlocks the Door. 
tae play'd among — Rays long, 

ay" ys 

methinks—it's Time—ſtay—for fear of a Surprino 


III hide theſe 
nn The oe t ley drm the Bun 
Enter Wi 


Vill. What the Devil is become of theſe Fellows, 
Belwile and Frederick, they promis'd to ſtay at the next 
Corner for me, but who the Devil knows the Corner 
of a Full Moon—now—whereabouts am 1! — ha / 
what have we here, a Garden!. a very convenient 
Place to fleep in—ha—w hat has God ſent us here I 2 
Female!—by this Light, a Woman —I 'm a Dog if it 
be not a very Wench. C 2 Fir. 
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any Noſega y. 
pri dear Soul, let's not play the Fool, and loſe 
Ti ious Time for as Gad ſhall fave me, I'm 
— © Fellow 2s broacks, 


premaditated. Lis pure Accident on both Sides 


that's a certain thing now——indced, ſhou'd I make 


| 
| 
| | 
it wilful Fornication—the crying Sin of the Nation 
| thou art thereſore (as thou art a good Chriſtian) oblig'd 
| in Conſcience to deny me nothing. Now—come, be 
kind without any more idle Pratiag. | 
Flor. Oh I am ruin'd—Wicked Man, unhand me. 
Will. Wicked !——Egad Child, a Judge were he 
ung and vigorous, and faw thoſe Eyes of thine 
ou'd know *rwas they gave the firſt Blow the firſt 
vocation— come, prithee let's loſe no Time, I ſay 
this is 2 fine convenient Place. 
| Flor. Sir, let me go, I conjure yon, or I'll call out. 
Will. Ay, ay, you were beſt to call Witneſs to ſeg 
4 
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how finely you treat me- do 


Flor. T'il cry Murder ! Rape! or any thing ! if you 
de not inſtantly 1:t me go. _ Fill. 
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Will. A Rape! come, come, you lie you Brpgage, 
= lie, what, I'll warrant you wou'd fain have the 
orld believe, now, that you are not fo forward, as 
I. Nonot r at this Time of Night was 
your Cobweb Door open, dear Spider, but to 
catch Flies ?—Ha—come—or | ſhall be damnably au- 
gry —Whe, what a Coyle is here— 
Fler. Sir, can you think ———— 
Will. That you would do't for nothing—Oh, oh, I 
find what you'd be at—look here, here's a Piſtole for 
s a Work indeed—here—take it, I fay— 
Flor. For Heav'ns ſake, Sir, as you're a Gentleman— 
Will. Sy—now—now—ſhe wou'd be wheadling me 
for more—what, you will not take it then—you are re- 
ſolv'd you will not come — come, take it, or II. 
it up again—for look ye, I never gave more—w 
how now Miſtreſs, are you fo high 1'th* Mouth a Pi- 
ſtole won't down with wha: a Work's 
here—in good Time—come no ſtruggling to be gone 
E freer = 
"m les with bi 
WT Enter Be'vile and F rick. 
Bel. The Door is open, a Pox of this mad Fellow, 
— that we've loſt him, I duck have ſworn he 


dus. 
Fred. But you were ſo haſty. Colonel, to be gone. 
2c}p—Ob am 


Fhr. He'p! belp!—— Murder! 
ruin'd. 
Belo. Ha ! ſure that's Flirinda's Voice. 
[ Come: ap te them, 
A Man ! Villain, let go that Lady. 'A Noiſe. 
I Will. earns and draws, Fred. interpoſer. 
Fhr. Rel vile ! Heavens ! my Brother too is comi 
and 'twilt be impoſſib e to eſcape Bev, f 
conjure you to walk under my Chamber Window, 


from whence Il give you ſome Inſtrugions what to do 
— this rude Man has undone us. (Exir. 
Will Belvil] 


C 3 BE uter 
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Enter Pedro, Stephano, and other Servants with 


Lights. 

Pedro. I'm betray'd! run Stephane, and fee if F- 
rinda be fafe. [ Exit Stephano. 

They fight, and Pedro's Party beats em out. 

So, u ho Cer they be, all is not well, III to Fhrinda's 
Chamber. [Going cut, meets Stephano. 

Pedro. You need not, Sir, the poor Lady's fiſt a- 
Acep and thinks no Harm. I wou'd not wake her, Sir, 
for fear of frighting her with your Danger. 

Pedro. I'm glad ſhe's there—Raſcals, how came the 
Garden Door open? | 

Steph. Tat Queſtion comes too late, Sir, ſome of 
my | eilow Servants maſquerading, III warrant. | 

Pedro. Maſquerading ! a lewd Cuſtom to debauch 
our Youth, —:heze's fomec:hing more in this than 1 
imagine. ( E xeunt. 
| SCEN E changes to the Street. 
Erter Belvile in Rage, Frederick holding him, and 

Willmore me/anchol:. | 

Will. Whe, how the Devil ſhould I know Florinda ? 

Belv. Ak Plague of Ignorarce ! if « had not 
been Flu inda, muſt you Le a Beaſt—a Brute ?—a ſenſe- 
leſs Swine ? 
Will. Well Sir, you ſee I am endu'd with Patience 
I can bear—though, Egad, you are very free with 
me, methinks——1 was in good hopes the Quarrel 
wou'd have been on my Side, for ſo uncivilly inter- 


3 upting me. 6 
Bev. Peace, Brute, whilſt thou'rt fafe—Oh I'm 
diſtracted. 


Will. Nay, nay, I'm an unlucky Dog, that's certain. 

Bev. Ah, Curſe upon the Star that rul'd my Birth, 
or whatſoever other Influence that makes me Kill ſo 
wretched. 
Will. Thou my Heart with theſe Com- 
I there is no Star in Fault, no Influence, but 
the curſed Sack I drunk. 

you ſo drunk ? 


Fred. Whe, how the Devil came 

Vill. Whe, how the Devil came you ſo ſober ? 

Belv. A Curſe upon bis thin Scull, he was always 
bcfore-hand that way. Fred. 
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Fred. Prithee, dear Colonel forgive him, he's ſorry 
for his Fault. 

Belo. He's always ſo after he has done a Miſchief 
a Plague on all ſuch Brates. | 

ill. By this Light, I took her for an errant Harlot. 
Belw. Damn yourdebauch'd Opinion; tell me, Sort, 

had'ſt thou ſo much Senſe and Light about thee to di- 

ſtingaiſh her a Woman, and co':1dft thou not ſee ſome 
thing about her Face and Perſon, to firike an awful 
Reverence into thy Soul ? 

Will. Faith, no, I coniider'd her as meer a Woman 
as I could wiſh. 

Belv. *Sdeath, I've no Patience———draw, or I'll 
kill you, N 

Vill. Let that alone till to Morrow, and if I ſet not 
all right again, uſe your Pleaſure. 

Beiv. To Morrow! damn it, 
The ſprightful Light will lead me to no Happineſs. 
To Morrow is Antonio's, and perhaps 
Guides him to my undoing—Oh that I could megt 
This Rival / this powerful Fortunate / 

Will. What then? 

Belv. Let thy own Reaſon, or my Rage inſtruct thee, 

ill. I ſhall be finely inform'd then, no doubt: 
Fear me, Colonel — heat me—ſhew me the Man, and 
I'll do his Buſineſs. ; 

Belv. I know him no more than thou, or if I did, 
1 ſhould nat need thy Aid. 

Will. This, you ay, is Angellica's Houſe, I pro- 


miſed the kind to lie with ber to Night. 
[Offers to go in. 
Eater Ant nio ard bis Page. Antonio knocks on the 


Hilt of bis Sword. 
Ant. You paid the Thouſand Crowns I directed. 
Page. To the Ladies Old Woman, Sir, I did. 
Will. Who the Devil have we here ? ; 
Belo. Tl! now my ſelf under Florinda's Win- 
dow, and if I no Comfort there, I'll die. 
{ Exit. Belv. and Fred. 

der. tea! Enter Moretta. 

E C4 Page. 


— 
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Page. Here's my Lord. 
Will. How is this? a Pickeroon going to board my 
Frigate : Here's one Chaſe Gun for yen. 
[Drawing his Sword, Antonio, u fun: 
and draws. Antonio 1. 
Iberer. Oh bleſs us ! we're all undone ! | 
[Rans in and fbuts the Door. 
Page. Help! Murder 
Belvile returns at the Noiſe of fighting. 
Belv. Va! mad Rogue's engagea in ſome un- 
Jacky Adventure again. 
Enter tao or three Maſgueradere. 
277 Ha ! a Van kill'd! | 
. How / a Man Kkili''d ! then I'll go home te 
* [Puts uh, and reels out. Ex. Maſg. enother way. 
gelb. Who ſhould it be I Pray Heaven the Rogue 
b 'afe for al! my Quarrel to him 
L Eelviie is groping about, Eater an Officer and 
Soldiers. 


$:17. Who's there 

Oc. So bere's one diſpack't—ſccure the Munderer. 
Belw. Do not miſtake my Charity for Murder ; 

] came to his Aſſiſtance. Soldiers ſeize on Belvile. 


Ofc. That ſhall be try'd, Si F age, Swords 
drawn in the Carnival-time. [Goes 1 Antonio. 

Ant. Thy Hand, prithee. 

Ofc. Ha 2 Don Ani! look well to the Villain 
here Ho is it, Sir ? | 

Ant. I am hurt. 


* 


Belv. Has m Humanity made me a Criminal? 
Offic. hang wich ies. 
Belv. What a curſt Chance is this ? 
[Exit Soldiers with Belv. 
Ant. This is the Man that has ſet upon me twice— 
carry him to my Apartment, till you have farther 
Crier ham wn. [To the Officer. Exit Antonio ded. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE, A fine Room. 
Diſcevers Belvile as by Dark aloe. 


mo I be weary of railing on Fortune, 

who is reſuly'd never to turn with Smiles 
upon me, — two ſuch Deſeats in one Night——none 
but the Devil and that mad Rogue could have contr vd 
to have plagu'd me with am here a Priſoner 
but u here — Heaven knows ind if there be Murder 
done, I can {von decide the Fate of a Stranger in a Na- 
tion without Me:cy—yet this is nothing to the Tor- 
ture my Soul bows with, when I think of loſing my 
fair, my dear Florinda hark my Door open: 
a Light—a Man—and ſeems of Quality—arm'd oo 
now ſhall I die like a Dog without Defence. 

Enter Antonio in a Night-Gown, with a Light ; his 
Arm in a Scarf, and a Sword under bis Arm ; be 

fers the Candle on the Table. 

Ant. Sir, come to know what Injuries I have done 
you, that could provoke you to ſo mean an Action, as 
to attack me baſely, without allowing Time for my 
Belo. Sir, for a Man in my Circumſtances to plead 
Innocence, wou'd look like Fear dut view me 
well, and you will find no Marks of Coward on me ; 
nor - Am that. betrays that Bratality you accule 
me with. 

Ant. In vain, Sir, you impoſe upon my Senſe. 

You are not only he who diew on me laſt Night, 

But Veſterday before the fame Houſe, that of Angellica. 
Yet there is ſomething in your Face and Mein. 

That makes me wiſh 1 were miſtaken. | 

Belw. 1 own I fought to Day in the Defence of a 
Fr nd of mine, with whom you {if you're the lame) 
And your Party we e firſt engag d. | 
P you think this Crime enough to kill me, 

Put you do, I „ it baſely. 
2 5 


Ht 
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Aut. No, Sir, I'll make yoo fit for a Defence with 
this. [Gives him the Sword. 
Belv. This izes me——nor know I 
how to uſe this Preſent, Sir, againſt a Man fo brave. 
Ant. You ſhall not need ; 
For know, I come to ſnatch you from a Danger 
That is decreed againſt you: 
Perhaps your Life, or long Impriſ ; 
And twas with ſo much Courage you offended, * 
I cannot fee you puniſh'd. | 
Belv. How ſhall I pay this Generofity ? 
Ant. It had been ſaſer to have kill'd another 


Than have attempted me : | — 
To ſhew your Danger, Sir, I'll let you know my 
[Quality, 


Ard *tis the Vice-Roy*: Son, whom you have wounded. 

Belv. The Vice-Roy's Son ! 

Death and Confufiun! was this Plague reſerv'd 
To compleat all the reſt————obl:g'd by him, 
The Man of all the World I would dem roy. [AK. 

Anat. You ſcem diforder'd, Sir, 

Belo. Yes, truſt me, Sir, I am, and tis wich Pain 
That Man receives ſuch Bounties, 

Who wants the Power to pay em back agiin. 
Ant. To gallant Spirits 'tis indeed uneaſie; 
But you may quickly over-pay me, Sir. 

Belo. Then I am well—kind Heaven! but ſet us even, 
That I may fight with him and keep my m—_— 
— Oh, I'm impatient, Sir, to be d ſcoun i _ 
The mighty Debt I owe you, command — 7 — 

Art. I have a Quarrel with a Rival, Sir, 

About the Maid we love. 
Me... —_ - Flerinda he means 
t Thought my Reaſon, 
And I ſhall Kill ink LA.. 

Ant. My Rival, Sir, 

Is one has all the Virtues Man can boaſt of 
| Bev. Death ! who ſhould this be? 

Ant. He challeng'd me to mect him ca the 


4, 
E. 
As 
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As ſoon appear d, but laſt Night's Qaarrel, 
oped nfs unfit to guide a Sword. 


Belv. I apprehend you, Sir, you'd have me kill the 
That lays 


[Man 


a Claim to the Maid ſpeak of. 
u do't Tl fly to do't ! * 

Eile. e. J., bat Yn enoogh the is admir' 
— cs. Sir, bat tis is admir\ 

Ant. Sir, I ſhall rob you of the Glory on't. Tn 
For you muſt fight under my Name, and Dreſs. 

Belv. That Opinion muſt be ſtrangely obliging, that 
makes you think I can perſonate the brave 
a A — ſtrive to imitate. 

. You fay too much to my Advantage ; | 
Come, Sir, the Day — calls you ſorth. 
———- Within, Sir. is the Habit. [Exit Antonia. 

Belv. Fantaſtick Fortune, thou deceitful Light, 
That cheats the wearied Traveller by Night, 

Though ona Precipice each Step you tread, 
I am refolv'd to follow where you lead. 


SCENE, The Meh. 


Enter Florinda and Callis in Maſques, with Stephano. 
Fler. 'm dying with my Fears, Belvile's not coming 
As I expected under my Window, 

Makes me believe that all thoſe Fears are true. [ Ade. 
— Canf thou not tell with who my Brother fights ? 

Steph. No, Madam, they were both in Maſquerade, 
I was by when they challeng'd one another, and they 
had decided the Quarrel then, but were prevented by 
ſome Cavaliers; which made them put it of till now 
but I am fore tis about you they fight. 

Flor. Nay, then tis with Belvile, for what other 
Lover have I that dares fight for me, except Antonio? 
and he is too much in favour with my Brother 
if it be he: For whom ſhall I direct my Prayers to 


Heaven ? | 2 
Steph Madam, I muſt leave you, for if my Mafler 
ſee me, I hall be hang'd for beirg your Conductor — 
for the Excuſe I made for you laſt 


Flor. 
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Flor. And Tl reward thee for't—prithee, no more. 
[Exit Stephano. 
Zater Don Pedro in bis Maſquing Habit 
Pedro Antonio's late to Day, the Place will fill, and 
we may be prevented. [/alks about: 
Fhr. Antonio ! ſure I heard amiſs. L Me. 
Pedro. But who will not excuſe a happy Lover, 
When ſoft, fair Arms confine the yielding Neck, 
And the kind Whiſper langutſhingly breaths. 
— - Mutt you be gone ſo ſoon? 
Sure I had dwelt for ever on ber Boſom. 
— But ftay, he's here. 
Enter Belvile Are in Antoniu's Claat hs. 
Flor. Tis not Belvile, haf my Fears are vaniſh'd. 
Pedro. Antonio! 5 
Belv. This muſt be he. [4f4e. 


You're early Sir, —1 do not uſe to be out · done this way. 


Pedro. The v reiched, Sir, are watchful, and tis e- 

h you've the Advantage of ine in Lngcilica. 
ko. Angelica? or I've millook my Man, or elſe 
Hatonio. —. Can he forget his Iateict in Florinda, 


And fight for common Prize? 15 [ Afede. 
Pedro. Come, Sir, you know our Terms g 
Belv. By Heav'n not I. [ 4fae. 

o talking, I am ready. Sir. 

| [I fers to fight, Flor. runs in. 
* 72 Oh, hold! who cer you be, I do corju. e you 
If you ſtrike here I dit — [To Fel. 


Pedro. Florinda ! 

Bel». Florinda imploring for my Rival! 

Pedro. Away, this Kindneſs is unſea'onabſe. 

[Pats ber by, they ficht : She runs in juft as Belvile, 

i/arms Pedro. 
Fhr. Who are you, Sir, that dares deny my Prayers? 
Bu. Thy Prayers deſtroy him: If thou wonldſt 
preſerve him, do that thou'rt unacquainted with, and 


or. By all you moſt dear, by her you love, 
Ido conjure you touch him not. — | 


Sev. By her I love! | 
— dee 
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The uſeleſs Trophy Gas Victory. 
[ Lays his da dentice. 


Pedro. Antonio, ou've done enough to prove 
love Florinda. a Mn El 


Belo. Love Florinda |—— 

Does Heav'n love Adoration f Pray*r ! or Penitence! 
Love her, Sir, your Sword again. 

— up the Saur and gives it him. 
Upon this Truth 1'Il fight my Life away. 

Pedro. No, you've redeem'd my Siſter, and my 
Fijencſhip. 

Belv. Don Pedro! [ He gives him Florinda, and 
pulls off Lis Vixard to fbew bis Face, and puts it on again. 

Pegro. Can you reſign your Claims io other Women, 
And give your Heart Kabel to Flo inda ? 

ZBielvu. Intire! as dying Saints Coufeſſions are / 

I can delay my Happineis no 
This Minute A me make Florinda mine 

Pedro. Tis Minute let it be—no I ime fo proper; 
This Night my Father will arrive from Rome, 

And poihbly may hinder what we purpole. 

Flor. Oh — this Minute 

Enter Maſqueraders, and paſs oder. 

Belv. Oh, do not ruin me 

Pedro. The Place begins to Fl and that we 
not be obſery'd, do you walk off to St. Peter's Church, 
where Iwill meet you, and conclude your Happmeſs. 

Belv. Fil meet you there if there be no more 
Saints Churches in Naples. 

Flor. Oh tay, Sir, and recal your haſty Doom 
Alas, I have not yet prepar'd my Heart 
To entertain ſo ſtiange a Gueſt. 

Pedro. Away, this fiily Modeſty is aſſum'd too late. 

Belv. Heav'n, Madam ! what do you do! 

Flar. Do! deſpiſe a Man that lays a Tyrant's Claim, 
To what he ought to conquer by Submiſſion. 

Belv. You. do not know me——move alittle this 
way. | [Draws ber afede. 
| Flor. Yes, you may force me even to the Altar, 

Bu not che Hal Maa tht aj His Shall 
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Shall force me to be thine. 
Pedro talks to Callis this while, 
Belv. Oh do not 


ſo bleſt an Opportunity ! 
— e "tis your Belvil not Antonio, 
Whom your miftaken Scorn and 


Flor. Belwile ! of bis bee 


Where was m ER en me Ben 
Enter Willmore h dreft, — — 
Will. No Intelligence ! no News of Belvile 
well, I am the moſt unlucky Raſcal in Nature 
Ha !——am 1 deceivd——or is it he——!ook Fred. 
———tis he——my dear Belvile! 


[ Runs and embraces bim, Belvile's Vizard falls out 


on's Hand. 

Belv. Hell and Confuſion ſeize thee ! 
Pedro. Ha ! Belwile ! 1 beg your Pardon, Sir. 
Takes Florinda from him. 
i a STIR, 's mine by Conqueſt, Sir. 

I won her b - $40 4M 

Will. Did'® ſo——and Egad, Child, we'll keep 
her by the Sword. 
' [Draws on Pedro, Belvile goes betrween. 


Belo. Stand off! 
lewd, ſo curſt by Heaven, 
ſeſt muſt be fatal. 
Wl. Nay an you be ſo hot, my Valour's coy, and 
mall be courted when you want it next. - 
[Pats wh bis Savord. 
Bev. You know I ought to claim a V:Qor's Rig ht, 


But you're the Brother to Divine Flrinda, 

To whom I'm ſuch aSlave——to purchaſe her 

I durſt not hurt the Man ſhe holds ſo dear. 

Pedro. Twas by Antonis's, not by Belwil-*s Sword 
This ſhould have been decided, Sir: 

J muſt confeſs much to your Bravery's due, 

Both now, and when I met you laſt in Arms; 


Thou'rt fo 
All 
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—— For this Miſtake another Time ſhall clear. 
his was ſome Plot between you and Belwi/c, 
But I'll x you. 
[ 4:3de to Florinda as they are going out, Belvile hooks 
114 to walk up and down in Rage. 
i//. Do not be modeſt now and loſe the Woman, 
but if we ſhall fetch her back, ſo — . 
R 2 — ru foeak 
Hi. Not to to 
and will be d too. — 
iI. I know I've done ſome Miſchief, but I'm fo 
dull a Puppy, that I'm the Son of a Whore if I 
know how, or where——prithee inform my Under- 
ſtanding — 
Belv. Leave me, I ſay, and leave me inftantly. 
Will. I will not leave you in this Humour, nor till 
I know my Crime. 
Belv. Death, I'll tell you, Sir. | 
{Draws and run at Willmore, be runs ont, Belvile 
after him, Frederick interpoſes. 
Enter Angelica, Moretta and Sebaſtian. 


Fred. The Colonel's mad——1 never ſaw him thus 
before, I'll after them, left he do ſome Miſchief, for I 
am ſure W;llmore will not d:aw on him. [Exie. 

Ang. I am Rage / my firſt Deſires defeated / 


For one, for ought he knows, that has no 

Other Merit than her Quality. 

—— Her being Daz Pedro's Siſter he loves her ! 

I know tis fo——dull, dull Inſenſible 

He will not ſee me now, though oft invited, 

And broke his Word laſt Night. falſc perjur'd Man! 

te that but Yeſterday fought for my Favour, 

And would have made his Lite a Sacrifice 

To've gain'd one Night with me, 

Muſt now be hir*d and courted to my Arms. 
Moeret. I told you what would come on't; but M. 

rata s an old doating Fo Why did 23 


* 
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five hundred Crowns, but to ſet himſelf out for other 
Lovers ; e | 
meant to have had any from him. | 
Ang. Oh, name not mean Tirifles-———— hd 1 


[given him all 
My Youth has earn'd from Sin, 


I kad not loſt a Thought, — — 2 


ap have 
whole AN mary en Heart, 
My Virgin beart, Moretta “ Oh > Jp chap 
Moret. Curſe on him, here he comes: 
How fine ſhe has made him too. 
Enter Willmore ard Sebaſtian. Angellica fares and 
alt away. 
Will. How now, turn'd Shadow ! 
Fly when I purſue ] and follow when I fly! 
Stay gentle Shadow of my Dove, [Sings.] 
And tel] me Cer I go, 
Whether the Subſlance may not prove 
A fleeting thing bike you. 
There's a ſoft kind Look remaining yet. 
[4s be turns fe looks on him. 
* Well, Sr, 3 all Happineſs, all 
r Slave, and gives 
—4 every Hour 75 —＋ bow Hearts and. Beauties, 
nn with the repeated Bliſs, which ochers 
y 
away in Rage. 


Vill. So, Gad there are "tha 12 
Lovers, whom ſuch a ſharp Leſſon next their Hearts 
would make as impotent as Fourſcore . Pox of this 
whining —my Bufineſs is to laugh and love Pox 
on't, I hate your ſallen Lover, a man ſhall loſe as 
much Time to put you in Humour now, as would. 
ſerve to gain a new Woman. 

ſcorn to cool that Fire I cannot raiſe, 
Or do the Drudgery of our virtuous Miftieſs, 

Will. & virtuous ! Death, what > ng 
thou hall found out for me! Why, what the Dev: 
Should I do with-a victoous Woman Yom —a fort of 

W-naturd. 
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the ill-favour'd, for want of Solicitations — 
Addrefs, only fancy themicives ſo I] have lain 
tha Woman of Quality, who has all the while been 
ling at Whores. 
Ang. I will not anſwer for your Miſtreſs's Virtue, 
ſhe be young enough to know no Guilt ; 
And r Heart 
*Twas the Two Hundred Thoufand Crowns you 


Wil. Two Hundred Thouſrnd Crowns! what Sto- 
1y's this pn —— ht Woman? 
Au. How ſtrange make it, have 
Dr 

Will. Ha! my Gypfie worth Fwo Hundred Thou- 
ſand Crowne ! Oh how I long to be with her 
— Pox, I knew ſhe was of [44e. 

Ang. Falſe Man! I ſee my Rvin in thy Face, 


Will. Faith no, I was juft 
but here's Humour — 


Aſide. 
Enter Hellena dreſ in Man's Cloaths. l 

Hell. This muſt be Avgeliica! I know it by her 
mumping Matron here—-Ay- ay, *tis ſhe! my mad 
Captain's with her too, for all bis ſweari bo 
this unconſtant Humour makes me love 
good grave Gentlewoman is not this 
Meret. 2 Sir, — hope tis 


one from Doan Antonio. [Goes ro Angelica. 
Hell. e en 


A I will not ſpeak with him; am I in a Hamour 
to receive a Lover. 


Will. Not ſpeak with-him ! well, ad" 
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and wait your — 7 14 — 6 a leſs Obe. 
dience to the Thing fondly ? ers to go. 
Ang. A fine excuſe this —fay 4 12 
Will. And hinder your advantage; ſhould I repay 
your Bounties ſo ungratefully ? ' 
Ang. Come hither, Boy that I may let you ſee 
How much above the Advantages you name 
I prize one Minute: Joy with you. 
_ Fill. Oh, you deſtroy me with this Endearment. 
[ Impatient to be gone. 
— Death! how ſhall I get away , 
*twill not be fit I ſhould be ſeen with y 
it will not be convenient and I've a Eriend—— 
that's y fick. 
Ang. 1 tee you're impatient——yet you ſhall ſtay. 
Vill. And miſs my Aſſignation with my Gypfie. 
[Alle, and walks about impatienth. 
Hell. Madam ſe—_  {Mo:etts brizgs Hellena, 


who addreſſes berſelf to Angellica. 
You'll hardly Pardon my Intrufion, mo 
When you ſhall know my Buſineſs ! 
And I'm too to tell my Tale with Art; 
But there bea wondrous Store of Goodneſs 
Where ſo much Beauty dwells. 

Ang. A pretty Advocate, whoever ſent thee. : 

m————— rithee —— Nay, Sir, ſhall not £0. 


To Willmore, is flealing off. 
Will. Then 1 lole my dear Gypũe for ever 
fox on't, ſhe ftays me out of ſpite. LA. 
Hell. I am related to a Lidy, Madam, 
Young, rich, and nobly born, but has the Fate 
To he in Love with a young En;4/o Gentleman: 
Strangely ſhe loves him, at frit Sight ſhe lov'd him, 
But did adore him when ſhe bea:d him ſpeak ; 
For he, ſhe ſaid, had Charms in every Word 
That fail'd not to ſurprize, to wound and conquer. 
Will. Hi! Egad I hope this concerns me. [Afide. 
Ang. lis my falſe Man, he means would be 


were K 
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Since you are ſo impatient to be gone, 
I will releaſe you, S: L 
Will. Nay, then I'm ſure twas me he ſpoke of: 
This cannot be the Effect: of Kindneſs in her. [Afide. 
—— No, Madam, I've——confider'd better on't, 
And will not give you cau'e of J ealouſie. 
Ang But Sir , I've—————Bu:'neſs, htm 
Will. This ſhall not do, I know tis but to try me. 
Ang. Well to your Story, Boy——though will 
me. [ Aſide. 
Hell. With this Addition to his other Beauties, 
He won her unreſiſting tender H. art, 
He vow'd and figh'd, and ſwore he lov'd her dearly ; 
And ſhe believ'd the cunning Flatterer, 
And thought her ſelf the happieſt Maid alive. 
To Day was the appointed T ume by both 
To conſummate the Bliſs, 
The Virgin, Altar, and the Prieſt were dreſt, 
And whiſk ſhe languiſh'd for the expetted Bridegroom, 
She heard, he paid his broken Vows to you. 
Will. So, this is ſome dear Rogue that's in Love 
| [with me, 
And this way let's me know it; or if it be not me, he 
means {me one whoſe place 1 may ſupply. 
| . Now I perceive 
Tae Cauſe of thy impatience to be gone, 
And all the Buſineſs of this glorious Dreſs. 
Will. Damn the young Prater, I know not what he 
means. | | 
Hell. Madam, 
In your fair Eyes, I read too much Concern 
To tell my farther Buſineſs. 
Ang. Prichee, ſweet Youth, talk on, 3 
Raiſe here a Storm that may undo my Paſſion, 
And then 1':] grant thee any thing. 
Hell. Madam, tis to entreat you, (Oh unreaſonable ) 
You would not ice this Stranger ; 
For if do, ſhe vows you are undone ; 
Tho” Nature never mage a Man ſo excellent: 


And ſure he had been a God, but for inconſtancy. 
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Vill. Ah Rogue! how finely he's inftruted ! 
A plain, fome Woman that has fon me ant. 
with Jealouße 
Pr 4 ſpeak of ? No V 
Hell. Yes, Madam, be us'd to be in Buff and Scarlet. 1 
* 4 Thou falſe as Hell, what canft thou fay to 1 
[To Willmore. 


7 


Hell. Why would you, Sir, abuſe my Lady 's Faith? 
Ang. And uſe me ſo inbumanly. 


Oh, hadft thou Hin been ſo, Fd liv'd in Safety. 
[She turns Say and weeds. 
Will. Sweet heart, the Lady's Name and Houle. — 
[quickly : 


Lade ro Hellena, looks towards Ange 
r them, be 
meets ber 


| 
| Hell. So, now is he for another Woman. [ T de. 
| 


Will. The impudenteſt young thing in Nature, 
I cannot perſuade him — row Madam. 

Ag. I know he's in the right. yet thou d a Tongue 
That would perſuade him to deny his Faith. 


A a Stran- 
145 


. 
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forgot thee | [Ang. terns. 
9 ſuch early Conſidence I never faw. 


my 
[Walks away. 
Vill. So, you have made fweet Work here, my 
Look Lady be kind and good r. 4 
your -natur'd, now, or 
I ſhall have but a in on't. 
Ang. turns toward: them. 
be Rogue's bred up to Miſchief; 
Art thou ſo great a Fool to credit him ? 
Ang. Yes, I do, and you in vain impoſe upon me. 
Come hither, Boy,—is not this be you ſpeak of? 
Hell. I chin it is, I cannot ſwear, but I vow 
he has guſt ſuch another lying Lover's Look. 
[Hell. lass in bis Face, be gazes on ber. 
Fill. Ha! do I not know that Face 
Heaven, my little Gypfie, what a dull Dog was I. 
I buticak: that Way, I'd known her. 


Are all my hopes of a new Woman banifht ? [ 4fige. 
I have found out the Plot. 
- O Lord! what does he fay ? am I diſcover'd 
now 
Vill. Do you fee this young Spark here 
Hell. He'll tell her who I am. 
Will Who do you think this is? 
Hell. Ay, ay, he does know me——— Nay, dear 


you 

Will. Nay, nay, no cogging, ſhe ſhall know what a 
precious Miſtreſs I have. 

Hell. Will you be ſuch a Devil ? 

Vill. Nay, nay, I'll teach you to ſpoil! Sport you 
will not make. This ſmall Ambaſſador comes not 
from a Perſon of Quality, as you imagine, and he ſays, 
but from a very errant Gy pſie, the talking ', prating', 
canting ſt liule Animal thou ever ſaw A. ; 8 


— — — 2 — — —— 


2 What News you tell me, that's the Fhing I 
HA. bed off the Place, "O74 
A 


Will. yes. bu po nog! tat Gype thing, thu thou 
may'ſt as well be jealous of thy 
of her; $ Given doticn we wen « Deana of her, 
and a Dream were a better Enjoyment, a Creature of 
a Conſtitution fitter for Heaven tnan Man. 

Hell. Tho' I'm ſure he lies. yet this vexes me. [ Aſide. 

Ag. You are miſtaken, ſhe's a Span Woman, 
Made up of no ſuch dull Materials. 

Will. Materials, Egad an ſhe be made of any that 
will either diſpenſe or admit of Love, I'll be bound te 
Continence. 

Hell. Unreaſonable Man, do you think fo ? 

[ Afide to bim. 

Will. You may return my little Brazen-head, and 
tell your Lady, that till ſhe be handſome enough to be 
belov'd, 1 to be religion, there will be 
{mall of me. 

Ang Did you not promiſethen to marry her? 

Wil Not I, by Heaven. 

4 n Fears and Torments, 
ve vow d not marry her. 

Hall If he r he'll be reveng d on me in- 

deed for all my Rogueries. [ Afede. 

4. N 22—— you'll bring againſt 
me, Fortune and Honour 

Will. Honour, I tell you, I hate it in your Sex, and 
thoſe that fancy themſelves poſſeſt of that Foppery, 
are the moſt impertinently troubleſome of all Woman- 
kind, and will tranſgreſs nine Commandments to keep 
Hell. Oh, ro ſwearing, dear Aſide to bim. 
- Will. 5 

it ſhould be ſome young Sinner, one that 
nog give a Favour 
one that can aſk it diſcreet! „ 


ö NI I of 


how civil ſuck 
2 
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a Wench is, to a Man that does her the Honour to 


marry her. 
Hug. By Heaven there's no Faith in any thing he 


ſays. 
Enter Sebaſtian. 

Sebaft. Madam, Don Anton 
Hell. Ha! Antonio be may be coming hither, and 
hell certainly diſcover me, I' therefore retire with- 
out a Ceremony. Exit Hellera. 

Ang. I'll fee him, get my Coach ready. 

_ Sebaf. It waits you, Madam. 

Will. This is luck: What madam, now I may be 
gone, and leave you to the Enjoyment of my Rival? 
| Fg. Dull Man, thou canſt not fee how ill, how 
poor that falſe Diſſimulation looks ——be gone, 
And never let me fee thy couzening Face again, 

Left I and kill thee. 

Will, Yes, you can ſpare me now, —firewel, till 

— petter Humour I'm glad of this Releaſo— 

ow for my Gy pfie: 

For tho' to worſe we change, yet fiil! we find 

New Joys, new Charms, in a new Miſs that's kind. 

_ nnn [ Exit. Will. 

. He's gone, and in this my Soul 

Thc River Fit returns. ad « 

Oh, with what willing haſte he took his Leave, 

As if the long'd for minute was arriv'd 

Of ſome ble Aſſignation. 

In vain I have conſulted all my Charme, 

In vain this Beauty priz'd, in vain believ'd 

My Eyes could kindle any laſting Fires; 

I had forgot my Name, my Inlawy, 

And the Reproach that Honour lays on thoſe 

That dare pretend a ſober Paſſion here. 

Nice Reputation, tho? it leave behind 
More Virtues than inhabit where that dwells, 
Yet that once thoſe Virtues ſhiue no more. 
I hen — Jam nct fit to be belov'd, 

T am refoly'd to think on a Revenge 
On him that ſooth'd me thus to my undo 


ing. [Eri 


SCENE 
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SCENE UI. 4 Street. 


Enter Florinda and Valeria in Habits different 
avhat they have been ſeen in. — 


Flor. We're eſcap'd, and yet I tremble fill. 

Pal Pp phi = fr whe, 1 am but half an one, 
and yet I have Courage for any Attempt : Would H. 
lena were here, I wou'd fain have had her as deep in 
this Miſchief as we, ſhe' Il fare but ill elſe, I doubt. 

Flor. She pretended a Viſit to the Auguſtine Nuns, 


72 


Heaven we light on her. 

Val. When I ſaw no Reaſon wou'd do on her, 
CSE TLDS 
i 1 in a great Cheſt, in b 
the Heels, e the Key of the Apartmant where 
_— leckt her in, and Sawling 

Fler. "Tis well you reſolve to follow my Fortunes, 
for thou dareſt never appear at home again after ſuch 
3 — 

Val. $ as I 
ſhall dert, Baine—T dlier' 
- tter, ote to Betvile, w out 
rn ee his 
Lodging; and believe me, it came ſeaſonably, for never 
was man in fo deſperate a Condition: I told him of 
your Reſolution of making 
your Brother would be abſent long enovgh to permit 
you; if. not to die rather than be Antonio's. 

Flor. Thou ſhou' dit have told him I was confin'd to 
my Chamber upon my Brother's Suſpicion, that the 
Buſineſs on the Molo was a Plot laid between him and I. 
Val. I ſaid all this, and told him your Brother was 
now gone to his Devotion, nl he mſiden: th viit every 
Church tH he find him, and not only undeceive him in 
89696 Aa. 4 


but I believe ſome other Deſigu carried her out, pray 


your Eſcape to Day, if 
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Fly. Oh Heavens I he's here, and Be/wile with him 

wo! IL put on their Tard. 
Pedro ſeeming in ſerious Diſcourſe. 

Fal. Wall boldly by them, and I'll come ar diftance, 


left he us. 
[She wall, by them, and looks back on them, 
Will. Ha! a Woman, and of an excellent Mien. 
Ped. She throws a kind look back on u. 
Vill. Death, tis a likely Wench, and that kind 
| Look ſhall not be caſt away I'll follow her. 
 Belv. Prithee do not. % | 
| Will. Do not, by Heavens to the Antipodes, with. 
| ſach an Invitation. [ She goes out, and Will. follows ber. 
F 


. 1 

or tune. 

| Belv. What Blunt bas had ſome damn'd Trick put 

upon bim, cheated, bang d or clapt? 
Fred. Cheated, Sir, rarely cheated of all but his Shirt 

and Drawers ; the unconſciona ble Whore too, turn'd 


; : By 
Sight, and yet I durſt as well been hang'd as laught at 


him, or pity him, he beats all that do but alk him z 
Queſtion, and is in ſuch a Humour. 


a? 


* nme feria. 
Seng Fac, nd rh, fü, -e. 
our Furt whiltt 11 

hee, — rey do you go home and keep him 
Poſture till we come. 


he Sos 
| Eater Florinds from the farther * 5 


ine ben by ty 1 por 
"Enter Willmore, and gfter v as 5 Be 
_ Will. Ah! there the fails, he looks back us the were 


Enter Helles juf 
Hell. Ha! CO 


in Chaſe ? . tis not Angellice: | 


[Belv. : runs 

The Scene changes 2 — <br — 
Flor. What hall I do, op OLE — 

Will no kind Pow'r me from his 

Ia, here's a IM venture in, "A 

nothing can be worſe than to fall into his Hands, my 

Life and Honour are at flake, and my has 6s 


on 4 Conch, is bis Shirt and 1 reading. 
e 


„ tt > & SY TT 7T 6 Eo © TW W 


have relaly'd Revenge——a Pox on this Taylor 


Ne N Cavatiens of 


Fr 


Oh how ; 
I give to ithi 
yo age Boop 
Night's Malice————here's z 
curſed Book too, 4 — 
that can infiruR- 
now tis $00 late: thing to 
read a little now and then, as well as bawk and hunt. 


& [Sits dowon again and reads. 

5. . Enter to him Florinda. | 

_— This Houſe is haunted ſure ; tis well forniſh'd 
no Rei ine inhabits ; 11 

Heav'ar, how he's attir*d! ſure tis ſome 


- 


af? what Abyſs of Contuior—r—ha/ dci nc 


D 2 


he Rove , 


— 
— EEIKE 


on, and weep too, wimy 
Faith return. Do, flatter me out of my Senſes again 
——= harmleſs Virgin with a Fox, as mach one as 
Cother, *Sheartlikins. Wie, what the Devil can I 
not be ſaſe in my Houſe for you, not in my Chamber ; 
nay, even being — dence > 5 me; this is 
an Impudence greater invaded me ye. 
Come no Reſiſtance. — 
Fhr. Dare you be ſo cruel ? 

Cruel, *Sheartlikins, as a ( 


as ſhe did ae, fawn on thee, and ſtri 
** thee out at Window . 
2 ſcurvy Verſes 'd to thy Breaſt, in 


Women come, come along. 
of the moſt r be never underſtood 


Flr. Alas l. Sir, maſt I be facrific'd for the Crimes 


77 


1. 


[Palls ber gi. 


he, Banz CavaLliins. 
i 


\ 


| | Frei. Bla! what's here to do 


this, = Perlom of 


Blunt, "Sheartlikins, Fred. I am 


© be a Witack of 


too, who is 


my dire 


Fred. What's 
upon the Ramble to 


Defects of ſome grave, 


ſupply the 


ht 


p 
11 15 
1 41% 


THz. I 


Lf 
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at Whore and Bacon, he'd have a Limb or two of thee, 
my Virgin- Fu let; bat tis no matter, we'll leave him 
the Bones to pick. 102 | 
N. Sir, if you have-awy Efteem for that Null 
I con you to treat me with more Genuleneſs, he'll 
Ta, Ee mln 
Fred. Harkey, „I doubt you are miſtaken in 
Fhr. Sir, if you fiad me not worth Befvile's Care, 
uſe me as you pleaſe, and that you may think I merit 
better Treatment than you th | 


Blane. Hin — Diamond ! 
ful Virtus now chat lies in this Ring, a mn 
Virtue. Stmartdildes, there is move pcrſwalive 

red. I begin taanething ; twould 
as vitely w be wut wp for a Rape apo ax Maid 
ity, when we enly believe we ruifte 4 Harlot. 
Aleve: Then an» nee Fellow, bat *Shnart- 
likins 1 no ; my Sn : as 
7 — the — 
| il en hers bur I int ay Man . — 
— prov'd ue cvnnteericit as lar Vous 


89 


Fred. 


e Rn Cavatitns 7 


Fd. However, let it reprieve her till we ſec Bclvile. 

Blant. That's hard, yet I will grant j. 
| Emer a Servant. 
Serv. Oh, Sir, the Colonel is juſt come in with bis 
new Fricud ard a Sh of Quality, and talks of 

ring you to Dinner with em. | 

Blas. *Sheartlikins,, I'm undone, won'd not 
fee em for the Wor'd. Harkey, Fred. lock up the 
Fred. Feat nothing, Madam, whatc'er he threntens, 
you are ſafe hilft in my Hands. | Exit Fred. and Flor. 
- Blunt. And Sirrah——upon your 1 ife, ſay 
I'm not at home—or that I'm aſl: cp—or—or any thing 

—way——— prevent their coming this way. 
8 4 F Locks the Door, and Exrmunt. 


— — ern 


een 
S CEN E, Flunt's Chamber. 


After @ great knocking at bis Chamber Door, Enter 
Biont h, croffing the Stage, in bis Shirt aud 


Drawers as before. 
Ned, Ned Blunt, Ned Blunt. [Call within. 
Bhent. I he Rogues are up in Arms, 'Sheartlikins, 


this Villainons Frederick has betray'd me, they have 
heard of my bleſſed For:une. 

Ned Blznt, Ned, Ned—{ Calling and kncking within. 
Bee. Whe, he's dead, Sir, without diſpute dead, 
be has not been ſeen to Day; let's break open the Does 


The 88 Or, 


Turn'd religioss! © ni Who ek 2 
— Wr 


femphy, they all laugh at Lim, be Lays bis Hand on bis 


„ and COMES 4 


"Ie: Wig pant goo Nu, ms Dibppin 


be Baviſh't Cv T1 8 


— 
© Blunt. —— , there's one ſpeaks Senſe now, and 
handſome! ; and let me tell you, Gentlemen, I ſhou'd 


a Female, who had better have tall'n under any Curie 
than the Ruin I defign her: 'Skeartlikins, ſhe aſſaulted 
me here in my own Lodgings, and had doubtleſs com- 
1 ind nec this Sword defended 


| "But. £ knew not day; but Cy Crnfcicace thes 
hadf raviſh'd her, had ſhe not redeem'd her ſelf with 


CD ů — Bluot Gewvs tbe Ring. 
Belv. Ha '—— the Ring —— — 
. 
N dagger Colon e e 
Will. o 's a Wo- 
man in the cafe; no whilpering.. 

K*. Harkey, Fool, be advis'd, and conceal boch 
«Gs Goon for jones fake, do 
not ler is'd Cullics we Engle 
&re; — — one. Whore, and ano- 


82 He Ro YE A Or,” 


— bribe thee than be kind to thee, is gn Iafa- 
— — where's the Wench, we'll fre 
414 en * 
+ let us fee her, I can ſoon diſcover 


Key. 
Ts Fredl ate Ces bee? abe aka. 
nat Death 7 wr Toe 


Den know, dull Beaſt, what Mikchicf ho hufl Jour 
| COTS ap and down cot of Humexr. 


to truſt our Fortune to Lots, a Devil 


| Pan, * bat in vain 6 hy me, youve 
my Lat. 


. e ge yet but now I fear 
here is no way to bring ber o. Will 


6. 
to 
2 
1 
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Fill. Whe, what a Fer is not this my Woman, the 
fame I follow'd but now ? TY ey 

22 ts Florinda, allt e and down. 

| Flor. Good Heaven, 1 feat he dow indeed —[ 4 ide. 

Pads. Come, pray be kind, I know you meant to 

be ſo when you enter d here ; for theſe are proper Gen- 


tlemen. x 
the Lady will not be im- 


—_ — Man 
A upon, ule her Man. : 
* I'm better bred than not to leave her Choice · 


Padua. Speak —is Fleriada ſaſe? Hellena well? 
Val. Ay, ay, Sir, —Florinda—is ſaſe from any 
Fears of you. | 
Pedro. Why, where's Florinda —ſpeak —— 
Val. Ay, where indeed, Sir, I wiſh I cou'd inform 
to hold you no longer in doubt 
Fler. Oh, what will ſhe fy —— IIA. 
Val. She's fled away in the Habit. olf one of her 
Pages, Sir—bat Calis thinks you may retrieve her 
yet, if you make haſte away ; ſhe'II tell you, Sir, the 


if you can find her out. [ Ade. 

Pedro. Diſhonourable Girl, 4 Aim. 

— ſee my Neceſſity of leaving you, and 
hope you'll itz my Siſter I know will make 


her Flight co you; and if ſhe do, I ſhall expect the 
ſhou'd be render d back. - 


Bakoy I fhall conſult my Love and Honour, Sir. 


| [Exit Pedro. 
Flr. My dear Preſerver, let me embrace thee. 

| [To Valeria 

Fill. What the Devil's all this ? Burt 
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Will. 


Death, wou'd I might, tis a 


ing Beau- 
Lide. 
Bey. 


Bale. 5.2. infancy 


Exit 
and 


8 


Fred. So now do I ſtand like a 


have not a 


. that 'y 


a Maid 


Fortune (1 believe 
Fred 


way, I 


you. 


| Madam, had I no Inclinations that 


26884 
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Fred. I wiſh this Lady would think me ſo modeſt a Man. 
F al. She wou'd be forry then, and not like you half 
ſo well, and I I ſhould be loth to break my Word with 
which was, that if your Friend -— 7 Ts 

I hou'd be = Match between. and I. 


prithee preſent her her Ring again; for I find 1 have 
not Courage to approach her my ſelf. 
Nr Rs 


9 
t the Father that you ſent for. 
now, my dear Florinda, let's 
fly to complea: that mighty Joy we have ſo long w wiſh'd 
and figh'd for: Come Frederick you'll follow. 
Fred. Your —_— 'twas ever my Ambition 
in War, and muſt be fo in Love. 
W:ll. And muſt not I fee this juggling knot ty'd ? 
Belo. No, thou ſhalt do us better Service, and be 
our Guard, leſt Dex Pedro's ſudden Return interrupt 
the Ceremony. | 
Will. Content— I'll ſecure this Paſs. 


Blunt. Some Comfort yet, I ſhall not dance naked 


at the * = [Exit 1 Boy. 
Enter agaie £ „ condufing in Angellica in 4 

Habit — 4 Finerd. Meere run. — ay 
Will. This can be none 7e 
6 y _ 


— +. 


Piftel, and bolds it ts bis Breaft. 
"tis not ſhe f Who art thou and what's 


Ha / 


RAA 1 1 en 


Au. Bebold 
And then call 
And let em die with thee. 


7 | 
bs alle Mood can Giveriagither che V, 

Does not thy gui run ſhi eins? 
to boaſt thy ſhameful Conqueſt ? 
my Blood keeps its old Ebbs 
lad te hel Ht i tht or 
Devil ! doft wanton with my Pain—have at 

zwo ! bald 


Hold, dear Virago ! bold thy Hand a little, 
row at leiſure to be kill'd—hold and hear me 


1 { Follows him wvith the Piftel to bis Breaf. 
And I have yow'd thy Death, by all that's ſacred. 

— as = 
| | (Fellow, 
That might have liv'd to done good! Service yet; 


De a Cavatrens, 87 
er 72 
Lr 
Care to leads good fober, hopeful Life, and am of = 


That teaches me to believe, I ſhafl depart in 
Ang. So will the Devil ? Tell me * 


. ove: chat hes rebar of 


it Love. 


its Unconcern, 
value it, 


A 148 EB &> 


u 


(tempting, 
Not to have made u thouſunt Lovers ungut. 


£ Who in amorous Fever, no doubt have fworn | 


5 
Z 


j 


E 
F 
1 


Fires, and can give 

as you nete. 
_ 

Had I remain 

I fhou'd 

And worn 


1 


— Oh, 
1 al puns 
” ind Devetion effcr'd at | 
Have fallen to thee ? W 1 


I with L were that dull, that conſtant hg 
Which thou wou dit have, and Nature never meant me: 
Pre pom: rpm =. eB Arne 


1 — Wy Cha ; , 
| e hh d for acthin Ah ck your * 


— : 


* 


% 
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. Oh that thou wert in earneſt . 


— 2 h pe and I ſhou'd 
ou'd turn to Scorn, thes, 
And — 2 Py E 
for the publick Safety of our Sex, 1 
And my own private Injuries I dare not do. 
Will. Sure —— 7 


Ang. Another Word will damn thee ! Tre heard thee 


728. bim with the P 
anex'd. 1 4 


— 
up ER? \ apa a not one worthy the Ho · 


nour to have fought your ? 
——_—ho arc 7 Sir, are fo very wretched] 
To merit Death her ? 
Will. One, Sir, that cou'd have made a better End 
of an amorous Quarrel without you than with you. | 
Ant. Sure tis fome Rival ——Ha—the very Man 
took down her — ry 


* 


Will. Ker rin. 


all Diipates but chi [Drew:s, Ant. offers to ſhoot. 
1 Oh bold / you ice he's I 
To Willmore. 


———And you, Antonio, I command you 

By all the Paton 've fo lately you'd me. 

| Enter Don 7 
Pedre. Ha! Antonio! and Angeliics ! Hic. 
A. When I refule Obedience to your Will, 


9 By 


+ De Rorvrn;' 6 


all that's Holy I adore you ſo, 
even my Rival, who tas arm enough | 
T6 make him fall = Vidtim-to wy Jealouks , 
- Shall live, nay, and have leave to love on fill. 
Pedre. Whew this F bear? 2 
Au thes ! bras dine be ta d 4nd I believ'd, 


————— 


— 

I'd not have fold my Intereſt in lis Meart, 
Por all the Sword has won and joft in Batt'e : 
i now to ſhow my utmoſt of Con 


S hes £36 — — 
whete my Eyes may never fee thee more: 
2 lo ome one, whoke Soul may prove. 


. to reyenge my Love. { 
or, — bar Pedro pul bim back 
5 Don Pedre ! | 
. — —— Pexr was that thee 
me 
3 3 


„ 


Fat. Halt tho fo often ſeen me Ggbt in War, 
To find no better Cauſe to excuſe my Abſence ? 
nu ſet — — 


Finding my i Ars Qt thee fought, 
we 
And you to ew how little ye 


| cfteem'd her, 
Sent me your Rival, gi your Int rei. 
Bat I have 


he Danſe 3t — 


| ward yo roy fic for the 
— 1 all be ready Sir, Ee long 1080 you Reo 
{ Exi* Antonio. 


7 IF cou'd find Florinds, now, whilſt my An- 
5 

I think I thou'd be kind, and give * to in 
W708... Faith, vir, Iknow tot what — bu 


I believe che Prie# within has been kind. 
Pedro. How ! my Sifter married? Vill. 


8 ARF in 


* 
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1 I hope by this Time he is, and bedded too, or 
has not my uboor him. 

. ? Dove be not four my Pow? 
WD. Faith not at uſt; ifyou will go in, 


the Favour he has d Fiber, if 
„1 Derr in greater in this Hor > FT 


Exter Belvile. 
Dee. This Rogues in famonaw Miſchief —ha, 
Pedes return'd 1 
Pedro. Colonel Belvile, I hear you have married my 
. „ heard Truth then, Sir. 
ve 1 o: then, Sir, I wiſh you Joy. 
Beto. Now! you Joy 
Pedro. T 
Pats, Be on you in earnckt ? + 
our Friendſhip, and my 
to thee, by the fdden Change Il 
Come, lead me to my Sifter, that ſhe ma 
I now approve her Choice. 
Willmore goes to them, Enter Hellena as be- 
fore in Boys Chaths, and pulls bim back. 

Will. Ha! my Gyplie ——now a thouſand Bleſ- 
Deſpair of ever ſceing "My Pricnte 
ir of ever again: i 
| for within, ack Man his kind Woman. 
Ha ! I thought they had ferv'd me ſome fuck 


rick. 
- Wal. „ 1 Aa 


— 
— 


on thee for this Kindneſs; 
thee 


Cen in 
are all 


— Thoughts ofthe. 


Hell. e Friend, now; if a 
Maid thou'd truſt you? Will 


„ 
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